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Claire Helakoski
Jacob Syrus
I lived next door to the Abbotts for a few years now, meanin’ I was there 
when it happened. No, I didn’t have anything to do with it. Tell you what I 
know, though.
Cate Baker 
Rose was one of my best friends. Everybody in town loved her, except maybe 
Andrea, but she’s a bitch to everyone. I mean, Rose was just one of those 
people, you know? When she smiled it was like sunshine. 
I don’t think it was just her looks, even though she was definitely the 
cookie cut-out kind of beautiful, blonde curly hair, blue eyes, perfect figure. 
She was just, charming. She had a sparkle that just drew people in. Espe-
cially guys. The number of dates that girl had was ridiculous, but only in 
comparison to the number of offers she got every weekend.  
I guess no one can be perfect forever. 
Jacob Syrus
I know that there are two Abbott sisters. No parents, they died a few years 
‘fore I got here. The two girls took over the house and lived in it togeth-
er. Both have steady jobs, in their late twenties, I believe, not a big worry, 
pushin’ aside the grief and all that. 
Other sister’s name is Ivy but when I first showed up, I didn’t know Rose 
had a sister. No one ever talked about her. I was surprised the first time I 
saw her in the garden so I asked Nelson about it. “That’s Rose’s sister, she’s 
a strange one,” is what he told me. He’s a nice enough man, though a little 
irritatin’ with all his talk about his wasted degree in political science from 
some fancy college, since now he’s just the head of the Town Council and 
has been for quite some time. But I didn’t know if I should go on his opinion, 
as he’s a man who is very set in his ways.
Every Rose
Ivy had dark hair, quiet. She was in that garden a whole lot. Think she 
worked in a nursery outside town, too. Anybody who can make plants grow 
can’t be all bad.
Nelson Reilly
The Abbots were a fine family, especially that Rosie, but I wouldn’t say there 
was much remarkable about them. It was a shame when their parents died, 
but the girls seemed to do fine, we look after our own here. Especially me, 
being the head of the Town Council for the past twenty years.
They live in that big white house at the end of the road. It’s a fine piece 
of property. Old Victorian style with a huge porch and blue shutters. There’s 
that enormous garden in back, and now there are roses growing around the 
porch. Roses and honeysuckle, which I suppose is nice of the girl to do, 
considering. 
I’d really rather not speak about it.  Nobody would. We’d all like to for-
get it ever happened. 
John Buford
She broke my heart, that’s what happened. 
We dated for a couple months, though we’d known each other since high 
school, this was right before everything got weird. We had our first kiss un-
derneath the town gates, and we did all that mushy shit couples do. It’s not 
usually my bag. I guess it’s something you grow out of. Or at least she did. 
Said she felt like we were too different and wouldn’t work out in the long 
run.
Bullshit.
Jacob Syrus
No, I didn’t speak to ‘em much. When I first came in to town, Rose came 
over an’ invited me to tea. Tea! Like a friggin’ Victorian housewife. ‘A course 
I accepted. I do consider myself to be a gentleman. 
She did up the back porch with a table an’ chairs. Little doilies every-
where and a china tea set with roses painted on. “These were my mother’s,” 
she told me. Served up tea in a sundress an’ apron, like something out of a 
50s sitcom, she did. 
“Now, tell me about yourself, Jacob,” she said, all polite. “What brings 
you to town?” 
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S’true what people say. She was like a China doll. We talked about me 
movin’ in an’ all. Came cause I wanted some peace. Then she gestures to 
the garden and says, all proud-like, “Isn’t it gorgeous? My sister’s a fantastic 
gardener.” 
Seemed perfectly sane to me. If anything I’d say she was too damn per-
fect, but that’s nothin’ you can fault someone for. 
Cate Baker 
Okay, so one day when I was at her house, Rose asks me if I heard some-
thing. I tell her that I didn’t and she kind of spins around the room looking 
all worried. 
“I heard something!” 
“Okay…” I was weirded out, right? 
“Do you think someone’s outside?” 
I mean, this was just silly. There’s virtually no crime in this town, right? 
So I remind Rose that’s it’s the middle of the day, and she freaked out at me. 
“I can’t believe you don’t believe me!” and she stomped out of the room. 
It was strange for her to be so snappy. She was usually a calm person, 
you know? I put it down to her period or something. We all get bitchy now 
and then.  
I knew she was safe, so I just left. I figured she’d calm down eventually. 
No one ever sees the signs at first. We just blow it off as something else. I 
wish I’d paid closer attention. 
Andrea Blake
No, I didn’t like her. I don’t know when she started riding the crazy train, 
but I didn’t notice and, like a lot of other people, I didn’t care very much. I 
though she’d just become normal, one of us average citizens. It’s really tiring 
constantly having the perfect “older sister” living in your town. She was an 
idol no one could live up to, even all through school, we were in the same 
class. Even after we all graduated and become “adults” with real jobs, she 
still managed to take over every freaking town function.
No one could bake pecan bars like her, no one had irritatingly beautiful 
hair or a soft complexion like Rose, no one could host a party like her. I was 
sick of it. Not that I wanted anything to happen to her, jeez. It was just nice 
to actually get a call on Saturday night before the guy’s been turned down 
by Rose already. It’s nice to bring something to a bake sale and not have 
everyone moaning about Rose’s precious pecan bars or whatever the hell she 
whipped up this time. It’s nice to feel like perfection really doesn’t exist. Like 
EV ERY ROSE
maybe all that perfection is enough to drive you crazy. I think it’s a good 
lesson for this town. 
Jacob Syrus
As I recall, one day Rose came up to my door an’ asked me if I’d seen her 
necklace.  Now I had no idea what she was talkin’ about. A newcomer can’t 
be expected to get firsthand news ‘round here. So I told her no an’ she left. 
I heard some kind of noise after she left. She was tearin’ the house apart. 
Smashing glass and bumping scraping noises from the attic. They had a tiny 
window up there, and I’d watch the light flicker on through the lace cur-
tains. She’d move to a different room. I’d see light through the bedroom, 
light through the big front windows. She even crawled around under the 
porch with a flashlight, searching. It couldn’t’a been nice under their either, 
it was an awfully old house. 
It started to get bad after that. 
Cate Baker
From what I could tell, Rose didn’t seem too concerned about herself. I 
mean, she stopped going to work at the plant nursery, started cropping up 
all over town at random times. Then she made brownies for the library bake 
sale and was fine. Then she’d be screaming at me that I was jealous of her 
and always had been. 
Okay, I was not “ jealous” of Rose. She was my best friend, right? I mean, 
sure, a few times I wanted to be like her, but not in a mean sort of way, you 
know? In a nice sort of friendly way. I’m okay with being the best friend. It’s 
fine. Not everyone can be amazing at everything. I was just lucky to know 
her. I know people were jealous of me for being her best friend, you know? 
We didn’t see each other anymore except when I ran into her in town. I 
was just tired of all her shit, you know? Maybe I should’ve been worried that 
she hadn’t gotten better. But I’d just started seeing someone who wasn’t in 
love with my best friend and…that’s not the point. 
John Buford
They always seemed fine to me. I ran into Ivy a few times. you’re bound to 
meet your girlfriend’s sister when she’s living in the same house, right? But 
I hadn’t really known her. 
Ivy stopped by my house…during. Asked me if I’d seen Rose around, 
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she was missing again. I said I was clearly below Rose’s standard and she 
wouldn’t be seen around me. 
Ivy started crying and collapsed on my bench on the porch. “I don’t know 
what to do, John! I’m so worried about her.”
So, yeah, I went over and put my arm around her. I’m a sympathetic guy, 
and just because your sister’s a heartbreaker doesn’t mean I’m gonna give you 
the cold shoulder. She needed a friend. I guess that’s when it started…I don’t 
know when exactly that changed for me. 
Jacob Syrus
No one ever paid attention to Ivy. No one. People didn’t even know she ex-
isted. Never said her name, nothing. They’d say, “that Abbot girl” or “Rose’s 
sister” but never Ivy. 
And then, as it happened, she was suddenly everywhere. Always seemed 
worried about Rose, who took to disappearin’.
When Rose stopped going to work, Ivy got a call. I think it was around 
this time that Ivy contacted Nelson. 
Nelson Reilly
That Abbot girl contacted me, yes. I had heard a few rumors that she was 
acting strangely. I suppose you could say that I didn’t believe them. It simply 
wasn’t possible that Rosie had anything wrong with her. She was always the 
epitome of what I think young people these days should be. No one has any 
respect anymore. 
Of course I now admit that I was grievously mistaken. 
 
Cate Baker
I remember when Rose and I were little, we were playing dress up in her 
room and Ivy comes in wearing this huge lacey dress she must’ve found in 
the attic as well as a large silver locket. 
“Can I play?” 
Okay, Rose was like ten at the time, so Ivy was only seven. No one wants 
to play with their little baby sister when they’re ten, right? 
“Of course not, Ivy, you look ridiculous.” Rose said this without even 
turning around. Then she looks Ivy over and says, “What are you doing with 
that necklace? It’s mine!”
“Nuh-uh,” Ivy says, clutching it in her free hand not holding up the 
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dress. “I found it in the attic!” 
“yes. It is,” Rose says. “Gran-gran left it to me. you can have the dress. 
Now give it to me.” 
Ivy tries to run down the hall, tripping over her dress, but Rose catches 
her and twists her arm. 
“Ow! Rose, stop!” 
“Give it to me,” Rose said. Then, when Ivy didn’t move, Rose slipped it 
off over her head with her free hand, I think she scraped Ivy’s face with the 
chain. Then she let go.
Ivy ran bawling out of sight. 
I always wanted a little sister, personally. But who am I to interrupt fam-
ily matters. All sisters fight sometimes, right? 
John Buford
During…she started calling me all the time. Always worried. Always fran-
tic. Talking to me like we were still together. I couldn’t take it. I stopped an-
swering the phone. I don’t know when she stopped trying. I kept my phone 
off the hook. 
I’d been spending more time with Ivy, she’d come by now and then look-
ing for Rose. She said Rose had mentioned me a few times when she was 
having one of her episodes. I didn’t want to hear about it. So we talked about 
other things. 
Jacob Syrus
Rose didn’t visit me much after the first time. I saw her roundabouts the 
area, though. She was doin’ strange things sometimes. Once I grabbed her 
off a street corner just as she was about to walk right into traffic lookin’ right 
at the cars about to smash her to pieces. She tol’ me she would’ve been fine 
an’ ran off ‘fore I could take her home. 
Cate Baker
I’ll be honest, I stopped hanging out with Rose as much. I mean, she’d 
be fine one minute and the next totally obsessed with something else. She 
was always so distracted when we talked, always jumping topics. Sometimes 
she’d freak out or get scared when nothing had happened. I couldn’t even 
talk to her when she was like that, you know? 
Now, of course, I realize…I blame myself somewhat. It was…wrong of 
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me to stop seeing her like that. I figured it would pass. It didn’t occur to me 
that something could be really wrong. 
Friendships end sometimes. I thought this was one of those times. 
Andrea Blake
I saw Ivy and John spending some time together. Ivy had been showing her 
face a lot lately. I think we were all kind of getting used to that crazy-ass 
Rose running around. We’d all just kind of started ignoring it. Like I said, it 
was a relief. And Ivy wasn’t a freaking show-off like Rose. She kept mostly 
to herself, but, you know, she talked to people, and she was normal enough. 
I sure as hell wouldn’t want to have been Rose’s sister. you’d never get your 
own life, hell, I never felt like I got any credit in this damn town and we 
aren’t even related. Imagine what that would have been like. 
Nelson Reilly
That Abbot girl came to see me again. Knocked on my door, twisting her 
hands, eyes all big and puffy like she’d been crying. She said she was becom-
ing increasingly worried about Rose and asked my advice on what to do. 
“I’m concerned for her health. Something’s really not right with her. She 
stopped going to work, I can never find her. One minute she’s fine, and the 
next minute she’s deranged.” 
I planned to make a call the next day or so to see what could be done. 
Rose was clearly no longer the girl I remembered and admired. Something 
was amiss. 
But that was one day too late. 
Officer Arnold Grant
Miss Abbot’s body was recovered at the base of the city gates. It’s important 
to note that the gates are hinged on two brick columns and both the gate 
and columns are covered in vines of different sorts. Several of these include 
thorns. 
Miss Abbot was found entangled in these vines, some around her neck, 
probably from the fall. There were no signs of foul play and the security cam-
era footage in that area revealed no other persons were in the area. The cause 
of death appears to be internal bleeding, Miss Abbott had many wounds, 
one of which was a punctured lung caused by a broken rib. There were also 
severe wounds on each hand and her bare feet from the thorns as well as 
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bruises and some internal bleeding from the fall. 
We speculate she was attempting to climb the gate for unknown reasons 
and unfortunately fell to her death.
An autopsy was conducted but no foreign substances were found in the 
body, Miss Abbott was acting on her own. 
The death was ruled Accidental Suicide, but why she decided to climb 
the gates and apparently keep climbing despite the destruction of her ex-
tremities is beyond my guessing. 
Doctor Bernard Mason
As you know, I did not examine Miss Abbott, as I was away at the time of 
her death, so unfortunately I am unable to clarify any of my hypotheses. 
I believe Miss Abbott was suffering from some form of psychosis, but 
as I am unable to conduct tests, this is inconclusive. Psychosis may have 
many origins, and it is possible that she had a pre-existing condition such 
as a brain tumor or schizophrenia . Though it would seem unusual to me for 
something of this nature to only manifest now. No, I believed Miss Abbott’s 
behavior to be more probably linked with hallucinogen or other drug use. 
Though it is perplexing that there was no trace of drugs in her system, cer-
tain natural concoctions aren’t detectable directly, or their traces may fade, 
but they have long-term effects on the psyche.
It truly saddens me that this lovely young woman’s life may have been 
saved if I had only been notified of her condition sooner. In that way, it is not 
truly this condition which killed Miss Abbot. In two ways, she was killed by 
this town, both by its very structure and by its people.
Jacob Syrus
Tell you what I know. 
Ivy came out on the porch the other morning, ‘round her neck was a 
bright silver locket, sparkling in the sun. John sittin’ next to her, holding her 
hand. He stays there pretty often these days. A few people walked by and 
waved, at ‘em both. Everybody calls Ivy by her name now.
 That new patch of garden she planted in front of the house sure grew 
fast, in honor of her sister, they say, a whole mess of roses. 
EV ERY ROSE
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that something could be really wrong. 
Friendships end sometimes. I thought this was one of those times. 
Andrea Blake
I saw Ivy and John spending some time together. Ivy had been showing her 
face a lot lately. I think we were all kind of getting used to that crazy-ass 
Rose running around. We’d all just kind of started ignoring it. Like I said, it 
was a relief. And Ivy wasn’t a freaking show-off like Rose. She kept mostly 
to herself, but, you know, she talked to people, and she was normal enough. 
I sure as hell wouldn’t want to have been Rose’s sister. you’d never get your 
own life, hell, I never felt like I got any credit in this damn town and we 
aren’t even related. Imagine what that would have been like. 
Nelson Reilly
That Abbot girl came to see me again. Knocked on my door, twisting her 
hands, eyes all big and puffy like she’d been crying. She said she was becom-
ing increasingly worried about Rose and asked my advice on what to do. 
“I’m concerned for her health. Something’s really not right with her. She 
stopped going to work, I can never find her. One minute she’s fine, and the 
next minute she’s deranged.” 
I planned to make a call the next day or so to see what could be done. 
Rose was clearly no longer the girl I remembered and admired. Something 
was amiss. 
But that was one day too late. 
Officer Arnold Grant
Miss Abbot’s body was recovered at the base of the city gates. It’s important 
to note that the gates are hinged on two brick columns and both the gate 
and columns are covered in vines of different sorts. Several of these include 
thorns. 
Miss Abbot was found entangled in these vines, some around her neck, 
probably from the fall. There were no signs of foul play and the security cam-
era footage in that area revealed no other persons were in the area. The cause 
of death appears to be internal bleeding, Miss Abbott had many wounds, 
one of which was a punctured lung caused by a broken rib. There were also 
severe wounds on each hand and her bare feet from the thorns as well as 
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bruises and some internal bleeding from the fall. 
We speculate she was attempting to climb the gate for unknown reasons 
and unfortunately fell to her death.
An autopsy was conducted but no foreign substances were found in the 
body, Miss Abbott was acting on her own. 
The death was ruled Accidental Suicide, but why she decided to climb 
the gates and apparently keep climbing despite the destruction of her ex-
tremities is beyond my guessing. 
Doctor Bernard Mason
As you know, I did not examine Miss Abbott, as I was away at the time of 
her death, so unfortunately I am unable to clarify any of my hypotheses. 
I believe Miss Abbott was suffering from some form of psychosis, but 
as I am unable to conduct tests, this is inconclusive. Psychosis may have 
many origins, and it is possible that she had a pre-existing condition such 
as a brain tumor or schizophrenia . Though it would seem unusual to me for 
something of this nature to only manifest now. No, I believed Miss Abbott’s 
behavior to be more probably linked with hallucinogen or other drug use. 
Though it is perplexing that there was no trace of drugs in her system, cer-
tain natural concoctions aren’t detectable directly, or their traces may fade, 
but they have long-term effects on the psyche.
It truly saddens me that this lovely young woman’s life may have been 
saved if I had only been notified of her condition sooner. In that way, it is not 
truly this condition which killed Miss Abbot. In two ways, she was killed by 
this town, both by its very structure and by its people.
Jacob Syrus
Tell you what I know. 
Ivy came out on the porch the other morning, ‘round her neck was a 
bright silver locket, sparkling in the sun. John sittin’ next to her, holding her 
hand. He stays there pretty often these days. A few people walked by and 
waved, at ‘em both. Everybody calls Ivy by her name now.
 That new patch of garden she planted in front of the house sure grew 
fast, in honor of her sister, they say, a whole mess of roses. 
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